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almost boyish face, and felt towards him as she had felt
towards the nuzzled baby. Then that too faded.

Messengers had been thronging the streets all night.
Rome was buzzing with new life, a sullen but vital purpose.
For a moment Antonius, pausing in mid-bustle of giving
orders, felt the hum and tread of myriads about him; and
he was at. the heart of their gathering, and life was good for
that moment.

ANTONIUS had chosen the Temple of Tellus for the session
because it lay on the further side of the Forum from the
Capitol, near his own house. The instructed mob had filled
the Forum; bands of soldiers stood menacingly at every
corner; pickets guarded every approach; about the Temple
itself were ranks of well-drilled veterans, cheerily looking
forward to demonstrations against any defenders of the
murder. Antonius smiled securely at Lepi'dus as they walked
down the short passage on the Esqueline slope leading to the
Temple and the populous Subura beyond. The mob had
filled every street and lane suffocatingly for miles round, and
a deep-throated rumbling murmur filled the air.

Deeper Antonius felt his stirrings of anger against the
conspirators. The people hailed him rapturously. He would
give them their prey; they wanted to tear the Liberators
limb from limb.

In the porch of the Earth-Goddess a few senators stood
bleakly round, or stared at the large map of Italy on the
wall with sightless eyes, listening to the increasing swell of
voices and the trampling of feet. The map seemed hung
there mockingly, inviting the revolutionaries to the parcelling-
up of the big estates for pauper-colonists. The senators
saluted with unwilling respect as Antonius, after making
his sacrificial offering, passed through their ranks. Attend-
ants were busy arranging the benches. Roar after roar
announced the arrival of new senators. The populace, re-
inforced by all the veterans from miles round Rome, were
taking no chances; they meant to intimidate each senator
in turn. A particularly loud outburst of catcalls and howls
greeted the praetor Cinna; and Dolabella, coining close behind,
.escaped, with a mixture of insults and exhortations; no one